teems: 

The ciufe of this faire guift in me i $ wanting, 

.And fo my pattern backe againe is fwerving. 

Thy fclfe thon gavTi>thy ownc worth then not knowing. 
Or me to whom thou gav’ft itjdfe miftaking? 

So thy great guift upon mifpriflon growing. 

Comes home againe,on better judgeme nt making* 

Thus have I had thee as a dreamc doth flatter, 

In fleepe a King, but waking no fuch matter. 


Sympathizing love „ 

AS it fell upon a Day, 

In the merry Moneth of May, 

Sitting in a pleafant {hade. 

Which a grove of Myrtles made. 

Beads did leape, and Birds did fing* 
Trees did grow, and Plants did fpring s 
Every thing did baniflj monc, 

Save the Nightingale alone. 

She (poore Bird) as all forlorn*?, 

Leand her breft lip-till a thorne. 

And there fung the dolefulft Dittic, 
That to heare it was great Pittie, 
Fie,fic,fie, now would {he cry 
Teru,Teru, by and by : 

That to heare her fo complaine, 

Scarfe I could from tearesrefraine : 

For her griefesfo lovely fliowne. 

Made me thinke upon mine ownc. 



V (ferns. 

Aii (thought I)thou mournft in vame, 

Hone takes piety on thy paine : 

SendeiTe trees 3 they cannot heare thee, 
Rutblefle Bcares,they will nctchcere thee. 
King Faudion, he is dead : 

All thy friends are lapt in Lead. 

All chy fellow Birds doefing, 

Garele'fle of thy forrowisg. 

Whilft as fickle Fortune fmild. 

Thou and I, were both beguild, 

£very one that flatters thee, 

1$ no friend in roifery: 

Words arc eafie,Iikc the wind, 
faithfull friends are hard to flnde : 

Every man will be thy friend, 

Whilft thou bafle wherewith to fpend 2 
But if ftorc of Crownes be fcanr. 

No man will fupply tfiy want, 
if that one be prodigall. 

Bountiful! they will frm calls 
And with fuch like flattering, 

Pittie but he were a King. 

If he be addi<fl ro vice > 

Quickly him they will muce. 

It to women he be bent, 

They have at Commandenienc 
But if Fortune once doefrowne. 

Then farewell his great renowns 
They that fawnd on him before, 

Vfe his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeedc, 

He will helpe thee in thy neede t 


poems William Shakespeare London, 1640 the warnock library Octavo 



